Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



ijzmz.it.-i 



\ College Hiljratg. 



rSSELL LOWELL, 



ivtfd Nov. 14, 1891. 



lifiUUMMl 







- c>: t /. » y/Yi(/t/v^'/fC' 



/4-. 






tmammt^ 



, ,. ^ i^. . . .^,, . . . . . ,^. ,y . . »^^,^ , _^ ^^ ., , :j;-i,a^jj|ibiic*y ' 



o 



GOD'S CHOSEN FESTIVAL, 



(§, C^rUimH$ Song) 



AND OTHEK POEMS. 



BY 



GEORGE NOBLE PLUNKETT. 



** A soils ortUR c»rdino 

Ad ndqiie teme llmitem, 

Christum etmamus Princlpero, 

NAtujn Maria Vlrgine." 

Hkuduui, [Srxil.] 




DUBLIN: 

JOHN MULLANY. 5 PARLIAMENTSTREET. 

1877. 




2 3^y2>^^'f 



.rv :c.: Co UOi^e Library, 
Nov", T4, ,89L 



CONTENTS 



My Mother • • 




7 


<iod*s Chosen Festival .. 




9 


The Mor.img Star 




U 


Ave Maria •• •• 




15 


Advice to a Child 




16 


Charity .. 




17 


The Sleep of the Infant Jesus 




18 


Caritas .. .. .. 




20 


A Child's Memories 




20 


Morning •• 




23 


The New Year .. 




25 


On a Sleeping Cliild 




20 


The Children's Paradise . . 




28 


The True Poet .. 




30 


Th?i Coming of the Frost . . 




31 


I'he Song of the Captive . . 




33 


i^ite •• •• •• •• • 




35 


Gloria TihiDomine! 




36 


Sljep .. 




37 


Ood Bless Her ! . . 




38 



IV CONTEXTS. 






Tkon 


To Ireland 


40 


BeioTed of God • . 


4a 


Sancta Maria 


44 


The Rain 


46 


In the Garden 


48 


Exiles and Captives 


49 


Spero Meliora 


51 


The Furst Summer Clouds . . 


53 


Erinn •• •• •• •• •• • 


55 


The Doves 


56 


A Simple Son^ . . 


57 


The King of Thule 


60 


My Dark Rosaleen 


61 


Ah Orphan's Prayer to the Blessed Virgin 


6a 



Iftt |P](}tt0Vfllltll[* 




MY MOTHER. 

HEBE is a void within my breast, 
A void no earthly love can fill ; 
rm troubled with a sad unrest 

Beyond the world's physician's skill. 
But He who makes the lilies spring 

From out the desert's lifeless gloom, 
The seed of His true love shall bring, 

And make my desert heart ta bloom ; 
And He, Physician of the soul, 

Shall touch my soul with mercy's balm, 
And, pointing onward to the goal. 

Shall o'er me shed delicious calm. 



There was a time I could have wept — 

If she had died in earlier years ; 
But now so sweetly has she slept, 

I would not wake her with my tears. 
There was a time I could forget 

The fixed, unwavering love she bore, 
How, 'mid the sufiering and the fret, 

A hopeful smile her features wore. 
But now, as I review each scene 

Which in life's panorama passed, 
No time can her affection screen : 

Its memory shall for ever last. 
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10 OOD*S 0H08EN FESTIVAL. 

Some shepherds that athro' the night 
Upon the hills their sheep are tending, 

Behold a wondrous dawning light — 
Hear sweet sounds in the distance blending — 
And suddenly an Angel stands 

Arrayed in dazzling glory near! 
\yith calming utt'rance, Heaven's commands 

He speaks in music — ** do not fear :** 
And tells them of the Savioub's birth 

'Mid those whom He hath made, a stranger ! 
The Lord and God of Heaven and Earth, 

Whose dome's a cave ; His throne, a manger ! 

Then pale the stars — their sight grows dim — 

Upon their ears ten thousand voices 
Harmonious peal a heavenly hymn, 
That every trembling heart rejoices. 
With one soul and one accord. 
Singing — " Glory to the Lord I 
Glory be to God on High ! 
And may their peace 
For e'er increase 
On earth to men of holy will I" 
The rocks and neighbouring hills reply 
With echoes sweet : then all is still ; 
For, with a sound of rustling wings. 

And throbbbgs from a thousand strings. 



god's chosen festival. 11 

The angels in their marshalled crowds 

Bose soaring, like a poet's dreams, 
On pinions fringed as summer clouds 

With glory, 'neath the varying beams ; 
They pierced the shadows of the night, 
Till waned away their locks of light, 
And starry eyes, and robes of snow : 
The air is purer as they go, — 

<< From earth there rises a perfume 

We knew not — from fresh flow rs that bloom : 

And still there echoes in our ears 

The angels* music of the spheres.'* 

While the sad earth's leaden hne 
Now with flakes is mantled fair. 
As though, while they swim the air, 

From their wings their plumes they strew, 

Hiding from their Maker's sight 

All that is not pure and bright : 

With our ofiTrings follow now, 

Before our King our souls to bow. 

The Pastor of the World, He led 

These shepherds to his lowly bed : 

He led the humble there, to teach, 

Humility He came to preach. 

While e'en the choirs of Heaven are still 
And bending mute, the Babe adore, 
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The wordless flood of thoaghts that fill 
My sonl, in vain my lips would poar : 

<' gracious Lord I who from afar . 
Hast won me, like the angel-star 
That guided long the Magi-Kings : 
My hearty my days, as offerings 
I trembling place before thy shrine, 
stainless Virgin's Child Divine ! 

« 

'^ Sharon's ever-blooming Rose, 
That on the stem of Jesse blows ! 
Joseph, who have shared His love I 
So pure, that, at the word of God, 
A Lily blossoms from thy rod, 
On which descends the Mystic Dove I 

** Thou who His infant steps didst guide ; 
Thou who hast stood His cross beside — 
Glory of Heaven, pride of earth I 

Pray for our. race, and He will hear 
Her voice, from whom He claims His birth ; 

His guardian sweet, His Mother dear ! 
For Mary bore the Eternal Fire — 
The splendour of the Virgin choir, 
She, like the tender full-orbed moon 

Cinctured with stars, reflects the Light 



god's chosen festival. 13 

Of oar Life's San, and doth eommane 
*Twixt as and Him, athro* the night 
Of sinful darkness o*er oar soal, 
And gaides as safely to the goal I 

" Jesas, sweet Fount of Liberty, 
Whence those who quaff alone are free, 
may Thy streams* resistless force 

Through our Land's chamel prisons burst, 
Filling with life from Eden's source. 
Refreshing those who are athirst ! 
Then hear her pray'rs from whom you sprang, 
Upon whose breast Thou'st fondly hung. 
Who first adored her^hild, her God ! 
Who first Thy path of pain has trod, 
Who shared Thy pangs, who wept Thy tears, 
Till, racked with agonies of years, 
Beneath the Cross at length she stood. 
While o'er her all Thy wounds wept blood ! 

" Then didst Thou call Thy chosen Brother— 

For All — Thy God-like work was done : 
' Son,' didst Thou cry, * Behold thy Mother!' 
* Mother,* again, * behold thy Son V " 
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THE MORNING STAR. 

From the German of Albkst Knapp. 

HEN, as the day begins to break, 

From my light slumbers I awake, 
Uplooking, I behold afar 
The glory of the Morning Star ! 
Shining with radiance benign, 
Its glad eye meets my gaze : 
First blessing sent from the Divine ; 
My God, be Thine the praise ! 

As plunged in night and sleep I lie, 
No more dost thou thy beams supply : 
But when thy cresset* light ascends, 
The bondage of our slumber ends. 
Blessed who to that light hath grace 

From darkness to be won, 
Who shall arise before the face 

Of the Eternal Sun ! 

To God I pour my thanks, with tears, 
That He hath given me life and years ; 
To thee an earnest longing brings. 
To thee Love bears me on its wings. 
rise above our grief and pain — 

Be never more afar, 
Arise within my heart again, 

glorious Morning Star ! 
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AVE MARIA. 



I AIB temple of the Lord ! in whom 
<^ To be enshrined he chose, 
A mother, yet of maiden bloom. 

The Lily and the Rose ! 
A sinner weary of his sin, 

Fears God's accusing face, 
Yet hopes thy pitying plea to win, 

Mary, full of grace I 

Thou art His mother — and He gave 

His mother unto me ! 
Then guide me safely o*er the wave 

Of life's unruly sea. 
And dwell with me as with St. John, 

Till tears my sins efface, 
Till I may hope to look upon 

Sweet Mary, full of grace I 

Queen, my soul is dark with woe : 

But look, it shall be mom ! 
But ask, and straight shall lilies blow 

When rank spread weed and thorn ! 
And if I from my sin be won 

For even a moment's space. 
Then take me with thee to thy Son, 

Mary, full of grace ! 
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ADVICE TO A CHILD. 

From the French of Victob Hcoo. 

.-/ov FAR, far from the ways 

In which the sinner strays, 
Walk in God's path of right ; 
child, keep thy heart light ; 
Lily, be ever white ! 

Be hnmble : what can be 
Or wealth or power to thee ? 

A breath can sweep them hence. — 
The strength of all strengths 
Is the heart of innocence ! 

Often, God's foot hurls down 
Great towers, the mountain's crown : 

But on a mossy nest 

Where a sweet voice sings its best, 

His eyes for ever rest ! 




CHABITT. 17 

CHARITY. 

ISTEN, merry maiden, 
Listen, matron fair, 
Chernb child of Aiden ! 

Dame of snowy hair — 
Thongh your brow have furrows, 

Shame for such to grieve— 
Think of others* sorrows 
On this Christmas Eve ! 

Gaze upon the faces 

Out amid the cold, 
With Want's direst traces 

Prematurely old ; 
From the child and widow — 

Lest he more bereave — 
Chase Death's palling shadow, 

On this Christmas Eve ! 

Maiden, gift with pleasure ! 

Matron, mothers want ! 
Child, a mother's treasure 

Hunger fierce doth haunt ! 
Think upon to-morrow. 

Dame, and I'll believe 
Love must banish sorrow 

On this Christmas Eve. 
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THE SLEEP OF THE INFANT JESUS. 



From the French of the Abb6 Lkfkbtrb. 

" Ego dormio et cor meam vigilat." — " I sleep, and my heart 
watcheth." — Canticle of Canticles. 

J^ N Mary's bosom pillowing His head, 
^ Jesus hath fallen asleep. 

That mother dear, as tho' he had been dead, 
Doth o'er her infant weep. 

She thought : ** My son, 'tis willed that Thou 
should'st die. 

Slain by the hands of foes." 
And then she sang to haste the moments by , 

And charm Him to repose. 

** You sleep, child, but your heart a watch doth keep, 
And on your tears doth feed ; 
And from my sword of sorrows, e'en in sleep, 
My heart doth ever bleed. 

** You sleep : your white hands tenderly recline 
Upon your snowy breast ; 
And mine, that rock your Infancy Divine, 
Can never be at rest. 



THE SLEEP OF THE INFANT JESUS. 19 

** You sleep » yoar eyes are closed : they keep their tears 
Until the parting days. 
And Tainly mine, to end oar many fears. 
To Heaven direct their gaze. 

*^ Ah, daring His repose how heats his heart 
With fear and charity ! 
Does he hehold that keen, accarsed dart. 
By which it pierced shall he ? 

'< My God ! His brow which gory thorns shall pierce 
Soon through and through, behold I 
Behold His feet, His hands which death so fierce 
Shall make full quickly cold ! 

** Angels of Heaven, depart, my heart with dread 
The sword no longer fears ; 
But take ye from His heart, turn from His head 
The chalice of His tears ! 



The Child- God on His mother's bosom slept, 

Smiling to hear her voice. 
And when of crosses spake she as she wept. 

He did the more rejoice. 
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CARITAS. 




E thank Thee, who our need hast fed 
With Faith, Thy manna of delight ; 
Thy column- flame of Hope hath led 

Our footsteps through the wastes of night ; 
Yet, though, upreaching to Thy throne, 

Prayer's golden ladder thou hast given, 
Grant us Thy Love ! For that alone 
Can scale the very steeps of Heaven I 



A CHELD'S MEMORIES. 

HAD a darling sister—* 
May she my faults forgive ! 
Of her I dreamed until she seemed 
Too heautiful to live. 

She tuned my childish nature 
Unto her silvery tongue. 

Until my words were only chords 
That echoed as she sung. 

But one there was who saw us, 
And on us grimly smiled : 

He envied me my amity 
Though I was hut a child. 



A child's memories. 21 

And yet I could not hate him, 
Though black and grim he seemed, 

For angels fair were ever near 
When of his face I dreamed. 

But when he stood among us, 

That spectre gaunt and fell, 
And when, beside, to be his bride 

He asked my sister Nell, 

I watched my darling's features 

In helpless agony ! 
And aye would hide by Nelly's side, 

Still hoping he would flee. 

I tore my little pictures, 

I broke our childhood's toys, 
Nor any more my cherished store 

Of fairy tales employs. 

For while I had been sleeping 

He killed my favorite bird. 
And in the ear of Nelly dear 

He said some fearful word. 

Her face grew white as marble, 

And, tremulous and weak, 
She tried in vain to rise again, 

While she could hardly speak. 
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He came once more among ns. 

And saw we in despair, 
At evening tryst her lips he kissed, 

And left his impress there ! 

Her hands he had been pressing — 
Through them the light you'd trace : 

He kissed her cheek — ^the crimsoii streak 
Was glowing in her face ! 

He glanced — her eyes were shining 
Brighter than e'er they shone ! 

But so shone bright my taper's light 
Ere 'twas for ever gone. 

She decked herself and scanned her 

With all her olden pride, 
Yet did not seem at all to dream 

That she should be his bride. 

But Death was waiting for her — 
Until her Heavenly Spouse 

Sent angel wing her soul to bring 
From out its prison house. 

So, Ellie lives for ever ! 

Our fiow'rs have died : instead, 
The flow'rs that bud from Holy Rood 

Are placed upon her head. 



HOBNINa. 23 



And she is waiting for me ; 

She crowned me long ago ; 
Bat now she waits at Eden*s gates 

With blossoms white as snow ! 




MORNING. 

HE morning breaketh, 
Sweet Nature waketh. 

The night hath severed her curtains dark : 
Ope eyes of blossom 
0*er earth's broad bosom. 

While far npspringeth the early lark. 

I The stars that, weeping, 

Their watch were keeping 

0*er earth-bom kindred, with freshening tears, 
Their eyes grow dimmer, 
In parting gHmmer, 

Are song to rest by the music spheres. 

O'er blue horizon 

The red sun rising, 
Glows far and wide as altar flame — 

The air grows denser 

From each wee censer — 
And winged choirs one sweet hymn acclaim. 
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Low mnrmurs stealing, 

Tha ocean pealing 
Harmonioas thonders, the wavelets beat, 

With music gashing 

The streams are rushing, 
The caves and mountains each note repeat. 

While all is raising 

Its voice in praising. 
Shall I, for whom all these sweets had birth, 

I, who inherit 

A godlike spirit, 
Be mute, and duller than clods of earth ? 

Oh, no I as even 

A ray from Heaven 
Made fabled Memnon peal forth of yore. 

When God*s light breaketh 

My soul awaketh, 
And longs in song all its love to pour! 
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THE NEW YEAR. 

HERE is no void in nature ; its God hath made 
New germs to spring as fast as the old decayed ; 
Scarce had the old year passed into starless night, 
When came the New Year, radiant with morning light 

Borne on a breath from Eden, that vision £Eur — 
Robed in the snow, with beams in his floating hair, 
While the broad arch of Hope doth the heavens span, 
Gomes from the Throne of God to the heart of man. 

Cloaked in his shadow, Death on his left doth stand — 
Life, with a smile of light, by his raised right hand ; 
Dark wings are sweeping after the parted year. 
Fair souls, like snowflakes, fresh from the skies appear. 

What doth he raise who lately had scanned the scroll 
Wherein is writ each thought of each human soul. 
Words that have sprung in sin, that unheeded fell — 
Crimes that the Angel shudders and weeps to tell ? 

Armed with His terrors, lifts he that sword, to smite. 
Which hath struck down ** God's people," the Israelite ? 
Nay ! but instead he shows us a mystic sign — 
How for the creature suffered the Lord Divine t 



26 ON ▲ SLEEPING CHILD. 

Look up, ye blind ! ye mute, your voices raise ! 
Walk in his sight, ye lame, and to Him the praise ! 
Te who have suffered, say what the gainful loss 
In that year God allowed yon to share His Cross ! 

Cast all yoor cere- cloths back to the old dead year — 
Bise from Death's chamber, lo ! for the morn is here ; 
Weep from thy heart, and, blotting thy sins forgiven, 
Thy tears shall shine more bright than the stars in 
heaven ! 



ON A SLEEPING CHILD. 

Vyl^S by a fairy spell, the gentle sleep 

<:^ Begins onr child in drowsiness to steep : 

The eyes that sparkled but a while agone, 

Now droop Uke bine-bells, languid in the san : 

The joyous tongue that prattled, now is mute, — 

Stilled is the tripping of that fairy foot ; 

The little lily hands that late caressed 

With rounded arms are folded : on her breast 

The golden head sinks down— she is at rest. 

But as I gaze upon her, she no more 
Doth seem a child : I feel as if she wore 
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A robe of silver white — that pinions fair 
Fondled her form and anreole of hair : 
With all an angel's light seem reconciled 
The winning traits and graces of a child. 

See ! on her cheek a blush of pleasure glows, 
Her wee lips curling like an opening rose ; 
The pearly lids, circled with golden fringe, 
The blue veins that thy ample forehead tinge, 
Wherein we read thy future — all are thine : 
These works confess their Maker as divine ! 

And see, again she moves as in a dream : 

Some glimpse of native heaven may be the theme. 

.There is a cherub dimple in her cheek, 

Her lips their treasure show, as she would speak — 

Fresh spirit-laughter ripples o'er her face : 

had I but artistic pow'r to trace 

My love of loveliness, I'd picture hence 

The very form of sleeping Innocence ! 

Her wings have grown : she is not dead ! 

But, as the lark soars from the sod, 
Sweet Innocence the earth hath fled, 

To nestle in the heart of God ! 
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THE CHILDREN'S PARADISE. 

** Of such if the Kingdom of Heaven.** 




THOUGHT in sadness o*er the beaming crowds 
Whose tender thread of life's untimely riven — 
Leaving their cradles only for their shrouds — 

But touching earth upon their way to Heaven I 
God sent them, like the flow'rs of early birth, 
To charm life's winter, and to lead to Him : 
But stifling want soon checked their childish mirth, 
And left the poor more poor, and hope more dim. 

A sudden radiance beamed into mine eyes, 

And filled my soul with light : a low- toned voice, 
Like distant music, whispered me, ** Arise ! 

And follow me." I felt my heart rejoice 
(While thro' the city's dark defiles we tread) 

With joy such as prophetic fancy brings ; 
And knew the heavenly visitant who led 

Was Hope herself, arrayed in angel wings. 

We entered through a palace-portal wide. 

Where blooming played full many a fairy child ; 

Then first I]^e features of my guide. 

Who, glorified, shed light where'er she smiled. 
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Whene'er Bhe placed her hand npon their heads. 
Health flashed their cheeks, and brighter shone their 
eyes: 

Cherabs, a Seraph guards jonr infant beds^ 
The children have regained their Paradise I 

** Here are God's children, and jonr conntry*s, too : 

God*8 friends have watched their path and led them 
here, 
Where want and sorrow can no more porsue^- 

Which e'er is bright, tho* all the world be drear. 
Starving, half-clad, poor babes 1 nnfriended, some 

ELave wandered throagh the tempest and the rain. 
Till here they found a mother and a home, 

And tender care, to charm disease and pain." 

Hope said, and faded not : but still she stands 

With Mercy and with Pity by her side, 
And Charity, her sister, her sweet hands 

With blessings filled, appealeth far and wide — 
"Give, as to God, to Heaven's expectant heirs : 

He was a child like them, and He will hear 
The pleas of Innocence, those dove-like pray'rs 

That to His throne your ransomed soul will bear." 

St. Joseph's Infirmary for Children, 

9 Upper Backingham-street, Dublin. 
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THE TRUE POET. 

LESSED is he who sees in every flower 
That nature yields, a heauty all its own. 
To him each daisy is a little star — ' 
Each violet, half-hidden in the grass, 
A mirror that reflects a cloudless sky, 
As a pure soul doth image Heaven. To him 
Each hud doth seem a censer, that exhales 
Its essence, like a prayer, unto God. 
There is a language in each leaf and spray, 
That hath an all-persuasive eloquence. 
Surpassing far the poet's tuneful tongue : 
His feelings only give a meet response 
To Nature's swelling canticle of praise, 
Imprinted, and expressing, everywhere. 
The glory and omnipotence of God. 
He who can read this ever-living tongue. 
He who doth feel it vibrate in his soul. 
Though he may ne'er express his raptured thoughts 
Within the boundary of melodious verse, 
Heaven shall see his happy grateful heart. 
Shrine its own gift — celestial poesy. 
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THE COMING OF THE FROST. 

OME, draw nearer, Mary dearest ; 
Sweetest! but 'tis growing cold ! 
Clasp me, and I'll tell a story 

To you of the days of old. 
Ere you came to warm life's winter, 

While my life with care was crossed, 
Sadly watched I, at this season. 

For the coming of the frost. 



** For my darling little Nellie 

Lay in sickness unto death : 
And I watched her heightened colour, 

And I listened for her breath ; 
And I felt each faint pulsation, 

And had thought my Hfe were lost, 
Should she die : to crown my anguish 

With a thorn-crown came the frost. 

<< < Mother, lift me to the window, 
Till I see our garden bright.' 
But, alas ! the flow'rs were withered — 
Blighted in a single night ! 
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Smiling sank she on her pillow, 
And no more with fever tossed — 

For my bonnie blossom faded 
At the coming of the frost ! 

'* In the frozen earth they laid her — 

Do not weep I the withered flowers 
Bloom again with Heayen*s radiance 

In the summer*s golden hours. 
Sad, indeed, youth's separation, 

Age far less must And the cost ; 
Soon 1*11 follow where she beckons, 

At the coming of the frost ! " 
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THE SONG OP THE CAPTIVE. 

OTHER across the main, 

Erin aroon ! 
Though hound with rankling chain, 

Erin aroon^- 
In alien land forlorn, 
Still brightest hopes are bom 
To me this Christmas mom, 

Erin aroon I 

Last night the kindly stars 

And the pore moon 
Gilded my prison bars, 

Erin aroon ! 
And when they waned away, 
Came forth God*s golden day, 
Making my dungeon gay, 

Erin aroon ! 

To me a robin sings 

Hopefallest tune : 
To thee my spirit wings, 

Erin aroon ! 
And, as I close my eyes, 
To me thy scenes arise. 
Fair as of Paradise 1 

Erin aroon ! 
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Oyer the dancing foam, 

Erin aroon ! 
On love*s wings flee I home ! 

Erin aroon ! 
Clasp I the vanithee, 
Climbs the child on my knee ; 
I am embracing thee ! 

Ailleen aroon ! 

Ah, though mj dream doth break 
Sadly and soon, 

When to my state I wake, 
Erin aroon ! 

Though it no more deceives, 

Yet a bright hope it leaves ; 

No more my spirit grieves, 
Erin aroon ! 

Bobin, flee thee back, 

Grant me the boon, 
In the snn's crimson track, 

Bobin aroon ; 
Sing to the vanithee. 
Child, and Ailleen machree. 
That still my boxtl is free ! 
Erin aroon 1 
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LIFE. 

^^ WHAT is life but sorrow ? Though in hope's gay disguise 

3^ Mayhap we see it rise, 

And spread its tender blossoms, whose golden cups invite 

The dew-drops of delight, 
Yet while we, in our fancy, collect the Autumn heap, 

If passion's tempest sweep. 
The tree uprent, the canker shows in the blushing fruit — 

Corruption's at the root ! 

Yea, even our smiles are bubbles that glitter as they mount 

Through sorrow's bitter fount : 
And hopes are rosy cloudlets — ^by fortune's breezes rent, 

Their charms in tears are spent : 
And we, when Heaven forgetting, our natures sink, to suit 

The level of the brute ! 

Yet Thou, Lord, who breathedst Thy Spii'it into men 

Canst give it us again ! 
Then grant that, thro' our sorrows freed &om the taint of clay, 

Our souls may pass away, 
Like a sweet gush of music that rilleth from a flttte — 

And is for ever mute ! 
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GLORIA TIBI DOMINE ! 



HE heavens with glory glow — 
With beauty the earth below^ 

The sea is a flood of rays ; 
The rivers murmur Thy Name, 
In the forests flecked with flame 

The fresh leaves whisper Thy praise : 

In homage the lush grass sways, 
The flowers, the stars* frail peers. 
Are brimmed with joyful tears— 

But the birds cannot sing with amaze ; 
And, *whelmed by Thy Might and Beaut} , 

Mute bowed, we can give no sign, 
But each throb of our heart doth duty 

To thank Thee, Love Divine ! 
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SLEEP. 

E moaned and tnmed in restless pain, 
Till, to his helpless, dull distress, 
Kind Nature hrought her anodyne — 
Pouring her healing oil and wine 
Into the wounds of frame and hrain, 
And charmed into forgetfulness. 

He is asleep ; no worldly cares 
Hold in his throhhing heart their strife : 

No Tempter cometh ** in the night," 

But angels, girt with their own light. 

Uproot the over-clinging tares 

That choked the tender flow*r of life. 

He is asleep ; praise to Thee 

That giv*st from toil such sweet release ! . 
Thou layest hands upon our head — 
Lo I even the fear of death is fled : 
Then only, here on earth, we see 

The olive of Thine angel. Peace. 

hlissful Sleep, from Heaven dost rain 

Our vanished innocence and truth : 
honey dew in parched ways, 
manna of our desert days, 
holy oil, that feeds again 

Life's dusk lamp with the flame of youth t 

8 
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aOD BLESS HEB! 

OYE — ah me ! what poet-tongne 

In life's hoar ihy sweetness saith 7 
Gratitude for ever young, 

Canst thou trust in fleeting hreath ? 
Faith, that diest not with death, 
Will ye touch my lips with speech, 
With one holy word for each, 
Through me, your confessor ? 
Heaven hless her ! 

Father — so hath prayed the Christ I — 
0*er her rain Thy tenderness : 

Son, whose hlood for worlds suf&ced, 
Clothe her with Thy righteousness : 
Holy Ghost, her spirit hless, 

Feed that lamp with every grace, 

Till her glories veil her face — 

Till her 9& confessing 

Be a hlessing ! 

As I pray, like a sweet wind. 
Music-fraught, from far and near. 

Float her praises, unconflned, 
Low and heavenly, to mine ear ; 
Voices from the hlissful sphere 
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Cry ** you, when all was dark, 
Helmed with love onr life's frail bark 
Past all stress of weather : 
Welcome hither !" 

But from earth an answering prayer 
Wings onto the Eternal Throne — 
** Spare her, if Thou wonldst us spare ! 
She the Path of Life hath shown. 
When we wandered, lost, alone. 
When Heaven gains that prize so dear, 
We shall lose an angel here ! 
Earth in her possessing. 
Hath a blessing ! " 
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TO IRELAND. 

IKE to the mother of Love 

From the white sea foam you roEe, 
'Mid the passionate love of your friends, 

And the last of your lawless foes. 
Hope placed on thy brows the crown, 
And his glory aronnd thee poured ; 
And Freedom gave from his side the glaive 
To blast an invading horde. 

And from over the boundless earth, 

And across the raging seas, 
The praise of this Holy Land 

Was wafbed upon the breeze : 
As birds to a warmer clime, 

There fled in their winged ships 
Sage, poet, and priest, on the words to feast 

That fell from thy learned lips. 

And high from thy towers flamed 

That Light thy Redeemer gave-~ 
On the land a pillar of Are, 

And a beacon npon the wave ; 
And, missioned with hope and love, 

Thy children like seeds went forth. 
And where'er they came they spread that flame, 

And kindled from South to North. 
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Then relaxed the warrior's brow^ 

He his vengeful schemes forgot : 
And Faction's accursed deeds 

Were as things remembered not. 
And e'en when the Norseman came 

Our God was the Nation's sword : 
And every wave was a Norseman's grave : 

For vengeance is Thine, Lord ! 



Woe ! woe I that we cannot blot 

The records of countless crimes ! 
For the blood and the tears yon shed 

Leave their sifains to the latest times* 
But worst of the heartless foes 

That his hand hath deep imbrued 
In the warm hearts-blood of our Nationhood, 

Is that monster, Ingratitude ! 

For amid these foreign bands, 

When the bell tolled peace on earth. 
And they knelt at our sacred shrines. 

And rose from a second birth, 
There, strangers we reared and taught, 

'Neath Piety's fair disguise. 
Soon turned their guile^ with the serpents wile, 

To ruin our Paradise I 
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Little it recks, and my heart 

Would fajl the sad tale to tell ; 
Bat of the wrong's success 

Bememher we all toiwell ! 
Brothers hy brothers slain, 

The spirit of Evil wins ! — 
Seven hundred years of a nation's tears 

Is penance for all her sins. 

Oh ! thou, when thy sons were slain 

For shaking a Despot's throne^ 
Wert changed by thy tearless woe 

Like Niobe, into stone ! 
But now, like the marble form 

Of the Tyrian sculptor's wife, 
At Freedom's pray'r through thy limbs so fair 

Is rushing^the flood of life ! 
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BELOVED OF GOD. 

HE was so fair, 

The rose and lily vied not with her face, 
Whereon Time dared not set his seal of care ; 
O sonl well lodged with sach an inhom grace — 

So jonng and fair ! 

She was so kind, 
All things grew kind beneath her touch and tone ; 

Her breath gave softness to the wintry wind : 
Her words like rose leaves o'er onr path were strown ; 

nature kind ! 

So little taint 
Of ills primeval marked her from her birth, 

Men thought they saw the glory of a saint 
Fence her around &om all the grosser earth. 

And every taint. 

Such lowliness 
Was hers, her heart but throbbed to bow her dawn 

To chcfse her friends *mid sorrow and distress ; 
The heavens smiled, for much they love to crown 

Such lowliness. 

And so much love 
Game from her, as from fiow'rs their odorous breath, 

We stole its sweetness with us ; till above 
The angels bore her, through the Gates of Death, 

Where all is love. 
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Yet o*er her grave 
No cnnning hand hath raised a gilded tomh ; 

True hearts enshrine her — souls she wrought to save 
The ** lilies of the field *' ahove her bloom ; 

Heaven tends her grave t 




SANCTA MARIA, 

;LL friendless and all loathsome with the leprosy 

of sin, 

Fall weary, faint, and bleeding, from the wildering 
paths we*ve trod, 
Thy voice calls as in the desert, and oar searM hearts 
doth win 
To seek thine aid, tender Maid, sweet Almoner of 
Godl 

We hanger. Mother, and we thirst ! Oh, we are cold 
and bare 1 
Bat the Treasury of Heaven soon can clothe with 
hope our woe : 
Ah I to taste the Bread of Angels how we long, but do 
not dare; 
Yet strength doth mount from that pure Fount through 
which all graces flow. 
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O thongh whose pure perfection hath employed Almighty 
powers, 
Whose tenderness ineffable with thy sweet soul 
accords ; 
To thy Son to raise ns nearer, with what love thoa 
hast made ours, 
Thy smiles and tears, Thy pangs and fears — ^which 
only were the Lord's I 

Virgin Mother ! first, to-day, yon drew life's struggling 
breath ! 
To-day first gazed upon the light: blest light for 
evermore ! 
Through thy pleading so may we to-day be bom anew — 
from death— 
That first a prayer our breath may bear to Him whom 
worlds adore ! 

thou who seest Him face to face, pray that the gloom 
may shroud 
Our souls no more— nor wandering lights mislead 
our daz^d eyes ; 
Till, our feet upon thy traces, and our faith to flame 
the cloud, 
We may behold the Gates of Gold of God's own 
Paradise I 

Feast of the Nativity of the Blessed Virgin. 
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THE RAIN. 

OW beantifol is the Bain 
When the earth for the heaven glows, 
And it printeth a silent kiss 

On the lips of the drooping rose ! 
How beantifol is the Bain 

When it lendeth its thousand gems 
To bnild a bridge between God and man, 
Surpassing all diadems ! 

How beautifnl is the Bain 

That we hear in the calm of night, 
Which leaveth the flow'rs at dawn 

Still decked with its pearls of light ! 
How beautiful is the Bain 

When it sounds like an Angel-train, 
That missioned sweeps o'er the parched fields, 

Blessing the ripening grain ! 

How sorrowful is the Bain 
When it sheddeth its heavy tears, 

In the even, austere and grey, 
Like a soul for the sins of years ! 
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How Borrowful is the Bain 

While we watch it flow and flow, 
Leagaered with gloom to quench the light, 

Like an eternal woe 1 

Like the Fount of Tears, Bain, 

Thou dewest the bounds of earth : 
And that crystal spring, like thee, 

From heaven can claim its birth ! 
Thou art God's own gift, Bain ; 

Him we praise ; and our tears of pain 
Shall gleam like thine with hope's radiant hues, 

When the sun comes forth again t 
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IN THE GABDEN. 

SEPTEIIBEB. 

^ TENDER rose, 

^^ That from my rifled Paradise I gather, 

Centre in thee all my sweet thoughts of others 
That. bloomed and died; hence would I choose thee 
rather 

Than all thy brothers. 

tender rose. 
Over its faded dreams my spirit sigh|eth, 

Yet one bright hope springs from my sorrow's prison, 
Even as from the grave where summer lieth 

Thou hast arisen ! 

tender rose, 
Thon hast beheld in nnsnnned, dewy valleys 

That golden-hearted flow'r, erect yet lowly, 
The Lily, holding up her silver chalice, 

Untouched and holy. 

tender rose. 
While still her virgin draught of freshness raising 

Unto the lips of God, she calmly faded. 
So might we offer up our heart in praising 

To Him who made it ! 
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Still will I bold thee, with the legend olden, 
Emblem of that dear secret that within me 

Dwelleth nnseen, yet, to my heart enfolden, 
Homeward may win me. 

tender rose. 
Thou art like this, all sweetness ; unrevealing, 

Yet not unknown ; charming the void — God-given, 
That thon may'st yield, to man, pnre balm and healings 

Incense,to heaven. 



EXILES AND CAPTIVES. 

(From ALPRo^SB Earr.) 



** Id tlie world, perhaps there is nothing more saddening than to see a 
family thus divided and dispersed— like the several seeds of the same plant." 

^ NOW ye, my friends, where my dear garden ends, 




Beside the path, near where the acacia bends, 
A certain gilly, friends, which is self-crowned 
In spring-time, fair with many a yellow star ; 
A sweet perfume proclaims it from afar. 
In summer, when dried herbage heaps the ground, 
It loses both its flowers and fragrant smell. 
And its seed ripens in each dusky shell, 



50 EXILES AXD CAPTIVES. 

Until the day when the first wintry breeze, 
That whirls the eddying foliage from the trees, 
Sweeps by, and sows in many a distant dell 
The seeds that chance had parted as they fell. 

One drops, and blooms beside the olden stock — 
Another in the dnst, or on a rock. 

Falls, but to fade and die. 
And yet, in a cathedral- crevice pent, 
Wee censer gold, with a balsamic scent. 

One rises towards the sky ; 

Another, by a cell, across the bars. 

Wafting faint sweetness from its twinkling stars. 

Doth to the captive say — 
Still is thy Land as fair, as free thy sky. 
And there is still, though clouded from thine eye, 

A God to whom to pray. 
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SPEBO MELIORA. 

HE earth lay steeped in shadows deep, 
As cold as in the still of death ; 
Bat, newly wakened from her sleep, 

She smiles 'neath Spring's reviving breath. 

Flow'r-wreath^d, see her change, elate, 

A royal garment for a shroud, 
While angel hosts from heaven's gate 

Boll back the barrier of clond. 

Youth's buoyancy is in the air, 
Joy treads the forest and the flood, 

And nature blooms almost as fair 

As when He saw '' that it was good." 

And so, Lord, when I perceive 

The light from darkness thou canst raise, 

Contrite, I murmur, *• I believe 1 " 
And pour my little meed of praise. 

Shall I despair because I see 
A shadow 'twixt me and the sun ? 

brave, wise heart, that lovingly 
For ever prays, ** Thy will be done I" 
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purify me with the grief 
That bathed Thee in deadly dew. — 

Who labours, gleans the laden sheaf ; 
Those never tried are seldom true. 

And Thou hast ta'en my earthly guide 
To lead my wandering thoughts above ; 

That mine might rise her soul beside, 
Up to Thy realms of light and love. 

Even as a mother's, in my woe. 

Thy loving hand shall dry mine eyes ; 

For every saint we lose below, 
We gain an angel in the skies. 
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THE FIBST SUMMER-CLOUDS. 

ROVED from the stony city, 
To the free and virgin soil, 
Where the hlossoms of love and pity, 

Untrampled, may sweeten toil. 
And far from the mist of care, 

That the city's pale captive shrouds, 
I saw uprising my Towers fair — 
The beautiful summer- clouds ! 

My castle was azure-moated— 

Its turrets were crystal white, 
And broad from the highest floated 

A banner of crimson light. 
Angels were guards around, 

Who chaunted so sweet a strain. 
The lark would strive to repeat the sound. 

Falling to earth again. 

Ah, well I remember lying 

In the flow*r-gemmed, fragrant grass, 
To watch, like to visions flying. 

The Islands of Purple pass. 
Youth urged me tljiese realms to win — 

Hope's shallop was mine, it seems-— 
And these fair tow'rs I could enter in» 

— Over the bridge of dreams. 

4 
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Ah me, in my realms enchanted^ 

My empire of Long Ago, 
Each wish of my heart was granted — 

In fiemcy at least 'twas so ! 
Why did I ever part 

My Fortunate Isles and Blest, 
Where I reigned, a King of innocent heart. 

Crowned with delight and rest? 

Tet never Despair drew near me I 

To sear my sool with his brand, 
Bat the Angels were sore to hear me, 

And shield me with heart, and hand ; 
And e*en thro' the tempest's scream, 

Strayed some notes of their soothing tune, 
While my Hesperus froit thro' the night did gleam. 

And my shallop, the cre^nt moon. 

Wild winter had wrecked my towers. 

And flooded my Islands Blest, 
But as summer renews her flowers, 

As linnets rebuild their nest. 
So, after the storm and rain. 

And after the gloom and strife, 
I rear Hope's castles in air again. 

Crowning my lonely life. 
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ERINN. 




> AIB is 6od*8 world ! 
I have wandered it thro* : 
Fancy 's nnfnrled 

Its best scenes to my view ; 
Which seems the fJEtirest, 

Of all the bright earth— 
The dearest, the rarest ? 

The land of my birth ! 

Golden expanse 

Poetized by the Bhine, 
Oay land of France, 

Eipe of wit and of wine, 
Btit one can claim — 

Though it hath not the smile 
Of Italia — the name 

Of the <* Emerald Isle I *' 

Oft have I mused 

In the Sonth's golden shrine, 
Where Art is infused 

With a spirit divine ; 
Yet trefoil or flower 

Wafts memory home 
From the Church and the Tower- 

The glories of Bome ! 
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Never my heart 

Can be changed with the scene- 
Still, still thou art 

In my sonl evergreen : 
And gladly I'd go 

To the Eden above. 
Bat that parting were woe 

From the land of my love ! 



THE DOYES. 

(From Tbbophils Gautisb.) 

fN yonder slope, where rest onr buried loves, 
A graceful palm, like to a plume of green, 
Uplifts its head, where in the eve the doves 
Gather and nestle 'neath the sheltering screen. 

But they desert the boughs with dawning light ; 

Even as a necklet sheds its pearls, we view 
Them scatter through the azure air, all white, 

Till on some distant roof they rest anew. 

My soul*s a tree that every even brings 
A snowy swarm of fond and foolish dreams, 

That fall from heaven with undulating wings — 
To fly afar at morning's earliest beams. 
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A SIMPLE SONG. 

NDEB the shade of a chesnnt tree^s 
^^ Tasselled and rnstling canopies, 
Here, in the glow of Jane, I lie 
In dreams and shadows, save when the breeze 
My blossomed emerald curtain lifts, 
Thro' whose rifts 
The sunlight drifts^ 

And I catch a glimpse of a clear blue sky, 
And a white cloud lazily floating by. 

Would that my thought was free 

As the golden bee, 

That drowsily hums from sweet to sweot 

Ever the same love-tune ! 

It is the noon. 

And the birds that, from spray and thorn, 

Welcomed the freshening Mom, 

Gfouched *mid the genial heat. 

Have ceased to trill. 

Leaving me lone and still 

With a heart where new cares are born ! 
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Ah me, but *tis strange indeei, 

When mountain and mead 

Are steeped in holy calm, 

That poureth its halm 

Into the sensitive heart — 

With a sudden dart, 

Like the hawk on the singing bird, again 

Grief may enter the souls of n^en. 

Stilling for ever their grateful pbalm ! 

From the hill 

There comes no breath : 
The plains and the woods are still 

As death I 
I sit alone with my cares : 

I can hear my sad heart beat- 
But hush ! 
What a sudden gush 

Of music sweet 
Comes on me unawares ! 

'Tis'not the bugle note 

That rings from the blackbird's throat, 

Nor the thrusL'iS, tender and clear, 
Nor the tremulous tones of love 
The lark rains faint from above*- 

Oh, no, it draws more near ! 
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It maketh my eyes grovf dim — 

For sadness and hope are blent 

With a holy and calm content 
In that lowly hymn ! 

'Tis the robin that sings !— unknown, 
Unfettered by fame or art : 
At the pulses fresh from his heart 

My cares have flown I 

Mute are the lips and cold 

Of the bards whose strains of old, 

Rivalled the music spheres : 
But when simple affection sings, 
Two Paradise-gifts it brings — 

To the eyes, refreshing tears. 
To the weariful spirit, wings ! 
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THE KING OP THULE. 

(From GonuB's ** Faust.") 

^^T was a King of Thul^, 

Who was feithful to the grave, 
And nnto him his dying love 
A golden gohlet gave. 

It ever stood beside him 
As he feasted 'mid his peers ; 

And every time he touched its rim 
His eyes were filled with tears. 

And when his hour was coming, 
To his heirs he rendered up 

Ills treasures and his many towns, 
But kept his cherished cup. 

Placed at his royal table. 
By his knights girt lovingly 

In the proud hall of that palace old 
Fair seated in the sea, 

lie raised himself, and clasping 
The blest cup his lady gave. 

He drained it for the last, last time. 
Then flung it in the wave. 

He saw it falling; — filling — 
And the waters rushing o'er — 

The light died sadly in his eyes . . , 
He never tasted more. 
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MY DABK ROSALEEN. 

CCEPT of our duty, 

rose of the earth I 
For even from Beauty 

Thou claimest thy hirth ! 
In their season the bowers 

Their graces renew, 
But the Queen of the Flowers 

Is Bosaleen Dhu ! 

1 have wept with thy tears, 
I have shared in thy shame : 

In my breast thro' the years 
I have fostered love's flame ; 

And that breast was thy shield 
When thy lovers were few. 

But my wounds e'er were healed 
By thy smile, Boisin Dhu I 



Thou wert poor : She had power, 

And titles and gold : 
And she longed but to shower 

Her riches untold ; 



i 
« . 
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But I flung back her offers— ^, 

I could be but true, ^ 

For unpurchased by coffers 
Thy love, Roisin Dhu ! 

Oh, then come to my breast, 

Thou sweet flow*r of my heart ! 
In its shelter to rest, 

Ne'er to fade or to part ! 
Now thy Winter is past, 

Thou shalt bloom to my view 
In thy glory at last, 

my Bosaleen Dhu ! 



1 



AN orphan's FBATSB TO THE BLESSED VIBGIN: 63 



i 



AN OEPHAN'S PBAYER TO THE BLESSED 

VIRGIN. 

f'^^ MOTHER— may I call you so ?— I see 
The Babe clings to you as a shield £rom harm ; 
You clasp him to yonr breast, but lovingly 
You also stretch to me a sheltering arm. 
Oh, may I gather closer — ^may I touch 

Your robe ? — might I kiss His tender feet ! — 
Forgive me, for I ask, peihaps, too much : 
I only know your very shadow'^ sweet I 

The Infant smiles upon me — such a smile ! 
J What makes me sad ? I do not feel afraid : 

Since I was smiled on seems so long a while. 

Its very strangeness has a difference made. 
He looks beyond me, too, as He foresaw 

The glorious sorrows of the coming years : 
So, faint with weary grief, and mute with awe, 

I find refreshment in delicious tears. 

My very love has made me nigh forget 

The flowers I culled to beautify your shrine : 

See how the roses with my tears are wet ! 
Upon the lily's cup like dews they shine — 
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And dews, I think, are tears the angels shed 

When Death steals loving parents from the yoong : 

My tears have fallen for a mother dead, 

And like a prayer np from my heart have sprang. 

Mother of the motherless ! I hrought 

The flowers I planted for my mother's grave, 
Because your little child Divine, I thought. 

Would give with joy whate'er your heart might 
crave — 
And you for her deliverance will sue. 

To lead her where the hlossoms never die ? 
Oh, I could laugh with gladness, if I knew 

She rested in your home heyond the sky ! 

Ah, mother, how I miss you ! how I miss 

Your loving smile, and think my heart will break ! 

1 hear your prayer, I feel your trembling kiss— 

And sob through the long darkness when I wake ! 
Oh, when you reach the golden gates look down. 

And with God's Mother pray that we may meet, 
Or soon or late, and bear a lily crown 

To lay with joy at God's eternal feet ! 



THE END. 
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